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Science of Tiling Familiar. outlived all my companions, and yet as

What Argufiea Whlniprlng and Whining.

gusittfSji girtnj.
East Saginaw Courier.

GEO. P. LEWIS, Propriotor.

brought the juice of cursed juniper in a,
phial, and in the porches of my throat
did pour Udolpho Wolfe's distillment.
Thus was I by a Dutchman's hand at
once dispatched not drunk nor sober,
sent into this dirty Statioa House three-quarte- rs

tight, with all my imperfections
on my head. The fellow's name? My

them in the face I It was autumn, and
she had asked Malcolm for money to
buy warmer clothes for herself and chil-
dren, and he had none to give her. Only
a day beforo ho hul brought home a
bucketful of flour, inbtead of sending
home a barrel, as ho used to do. lie
earned money and where was it ? Alas!
jMor Alice knew too well Malcolm's face,
and 6ho knew that its manly beauty was
slowly but surely wearing away. The
largo blue eyes werq growing dim,
bleared and bloodshotjthe once fair cheeks

to tho tavern no more, O, God bless
you! God bless you 1

The clock struck nine, and Alico War-
ren folded tho hands of her little boy to-

gether, and bade him say his prayers.
Her youngest girl was aulcep in tho cra-
dle. The first words of the prayer were
utterea 'uur rather, wno art in neaV'
en' when there came the 6ound of foot
steps upon the plank walk in the little
tront garden.

'It's papa,' said tho boy, letting his
hands drop upon his Mother t) knees, and
bonding his ear to listen. But the moth
cr dared not speak.

At last tho door opened and the hus
band entered. Alice cast her eyes trem
bling up, and saw the big tears that were
roiling down tho cheeks of her beloved
Instantly she sprang forward and clasped
her arms about her husband s neck.

'Malcolm!' she cried, what has happen
ed? Tell ine O, tell me!'

Malcolm Warren sank into a chair,
and as he did so he drew his wife into
his lap.

Alice O, Alice !' he uttered, sobbing
and weeping as he spoke, 'can you for-

give mo for all that is passed?'
The gentle wifo was bewildered at

at first nay almost frightened; for the
speech of her husband was so wild and
incoherent, sho feared his brain was
turned. But ere long ho spoke again,
and as ho spoke he kissed her. Ho was
more calm, unci lot voitt v an lower.
He told where ho had been, and he spoke
of tho resolutions he had made. He did
not tell of any trial ho was going to
make, but ho told her of tho iron will
that had entered his soul. Tho night of
his temptation had passed, and the day
of his salvation had dawned. "

A few moments more, and tho hus-
band and wife were upon their knees.
Their emotions wero too deep for utter
ance too wild and thrilling for speech.
V moment they struggled there, and

then wept in silence.
Ihe little boy crept to tho spot and

threw his tiny hands about the necks of
his parents, for even his young soul had
caught tho Fpark of mew life that had
been breathed into existence within his
happy home.

On the next morning, Malcolm ar
ren arose a better and happier man. He
was calm now, and ho told Alice all that
hod trirtwuiMl il 1 Wi'ore, and vtlicn
it was all told, they prayed as redeemct
souls can pray.

Days, weeks, months passed, and Mai
eolm Av arren became onco more tho
handsome youth that had been beloved an
chcrisned by honest friends in times gon
by, Iho flowers of affection bloomed
again about his hearthstone, and the an
gel of peace and joy made a home be
nentli his roof.

People wondered, when they notices
that Adam Stanford went no more to tho
tavern; but the story of that night's les
son in the village church-yar- became
generally known, and other men took i
to their heart and profited by it. It was
a good seed sown in a fertile spot, and
tho fruit was abundant. Tho old sexton
never again gave his example on the side
of moral ruin, but to tho last day of his
lifo ho glorihed in tho reform ' ho had
helped to work, and the last hours of his
life were cheered by knowing that som
of the happiest families in the village
blesed him for the joys that dawned upon
them.

AS GOOD AS NEW.
The following has somo ago but it

"brightens with the lapse of years." We
cut the it from the JV. ". Tribune Aug,
9. 1855.
Shake apeare Hen Mad Improve mnts on the

Immortal Hard-Coll- ier Dchiud the Age
Peter Knight was found wandering in

the Fourteenth Ward. The officer could
not determino whether ho was intoxica
ted or crazy, but, as ho paid he had no
home, ho wa9 taken m charge as a va
grant. He had been traversing the
streets, with folded arms, talking to him
self m odd bits of plays and poems. He
possessed a facility of quotation equal to
Richard Swivellcr, Esq s but ho was as
reckless about tho exactitude of his ex
tracts, and jumbled up his authorities
with as much confusion as Captain Cut
tle himself. Ho seldom gave a quotation
right, but would break off in the middle
and substitute some words of his own, or
lovctaihng an irrelevant piece from
somo strange author, or mix up half-a-doze-

authors with interpolations of his
own, in an inextricablo verbal jumble.

Clerk V hat s your namer
Prisoner Tis true, tis pity; pity there

isn't the devil a doubt of it that's Scott.
Clork whore did you get your liquor?
Prisoner Where tho bee sucks, there

sucks Poter Knight all day. Thou base
inglorious slave, thinks't thon I will re-

veal the noble namo of him who gave me
wine? No, Sir-c- Bob that's Beaumont
and Fletcher.

Officer in a whisper If you don't tell
you'll go to jail.

Prisoner 1 da remember an apothe
cary and nrrcaoouts lie dwells no no
don't, he lives in tho Bowery but in his
needy shop a codhsh hangs, and on his
shelves a beggarly account of empty bot
tles; noting this penury to myself, I said
f any man did need a brandy punch,

whoso sale is fifty dollars fine in Gotham,
here lives a catiff wretch who has proba

cy got plenty of it under tho counter.
Why should I have concealed my fault?
Wino ho! I cried. Tho call was answer-
ed. I have no wine, said he, but plenty
of whis . Silence! thou pernicious catiff
quoth I; thou invisible spirit of wine,
since we can get thee np no other name,
why let us call thee gin and sugar. He

Why is rain water soft? Because it is
not impregnated with earth and minerals.

Why is it more easy to wash with soft
water than with hard: Because soft
water unites freely with soap and dis
solves it, "instead of decomposing it as
hard water does.

"Why do wood ashes make hard water
soft? 1st, Because the carbonic acid of
wood ashes combines with tho sulphate-
of lime in the hard water, and converts
it into chalk; 2d, wood ashes also convert
some of tho soluble salts of water into in
soluble, and throw them down as a sedi
ment by which tho water remains more
pure.

Why has rain water such an unpleas
ant smelt when it is collected in a rain
tub or tank? Because it is impregnated
with decomposed organic matters washed
from the roofs trees or the casks in which
it is collected.'

Howdocs blowing hot foods make them
cool? It causes the air which has been
heated by food to change more rapidly,
and give place to fresh cold air.

Why do ladies fan themselves in hot
weather? I hat fresh particles of air may
be brought in contact with their face by
tho action of the fan; and as every fresh
particlo of air absorbs some heat from the
skin, this constant chango makes them
cool.

Does a fan cool the air? No, it makes
the air hotter, by imparting toil the heat
from our face; but it cools our face by
transferring its heat to the air.

Why is there always a strong draft un-

der the door and through the crevices on
each side? Because cold air rushes from
the hall to supply tho void in tho room
caused by tho escape of warm air up the
chimney, &c.

Why is there always a strong draft
through the key hole of a door? Because
the air in the room we occupy is warmer
than the air in tho hall; therefore the air
from the hall rushes through tho key hole
into the room, and causes a draft.

hy is there always a draft through
the window crevices? Because the ex-

ternal air, being colder than the air of
the room we occupy, rushes through the
window crevices to supply the deficiency
caused by the escape of the warm air up
chimney.

Jf you open the lower sash of a window
there is moro draft than if yon open the
iuror l'vrumtho reason ol this. Jl
the lower sasa bt? nucu, ?iw voir .cvcv.

air will rush freely into the room and cause
a groat draft inward; btitif the upper sash
be open, the heated air of the room rush
es out, and, of course, thero will be less
draft inward.

Why is a room best ventillated b'open- -

mg the upper sash? Because the hot
vitiated air, which always ascends towards
tho ceiling, can escape more easily.

liy which means h a hot room moro
quickly cooled by opening the upper or
lower sash? A hot room is cooled more
quickly by opening the lower sash, because
the outer air can enter more freely into
the lower part of tho room where it is
colder.

Why does the wind dry damp linen?
Because dry wind, like a drv sponge, im
bibes the particles of vapor from the sur
face of the linen as fast as they arc form
ed.

Which is the hottest place in church
or chapel: lhc caliery.

W hy is tho gallery of all pnbhc places
hotter than the lower parts of tho build
ines? Because the heated air of the build
ing ascends, and all the cold air which
can enter through the doors and windows
keeps to tho floor till it has become heat-
ed Scientific American,

Weather Wisdom. "Tho late Mar
shal Bugeaud," 6ays the Emancipation, of
lirussels, "when only a captain, during
the Spanish campaign under Xapoleon
I., once read in a manuscript which, by
chance fell into his hands, that, from ob
servations mado in En Hand and r lorence,
during the period of fifty years, the fol-

lowing respecting the weather had been
proved to hold true. "Eleven times out
of twelve tho weather remains the samo
during tho whole moon as it is on the fifth
day, if it continues unchanged over the
sixth day; and nine times out of twelve
iko tho lourth day, if tho 6ixth resembles

tho fourth." From 1815 to 1830, xM.

Bugcaud devoted his attention to agri
culture; and, guided by the law just men-
tioned, avoided tho losses in hay time and
vintage which many of his neighbors ex-

perienced. When Governor of Algiers,
io nevercd entered on a campaign until

after the sixth day of tho moon. His
neighbors at Excideuil, and his lieuten-
ants in Algiers, would often exclaim,
'How lucky he is in the weather!

What they recorded as a racro chance,
was tho result of observation. In count-
ing the fourth and sixth days, ho was
particular in beginning from the exact
lime of the new moon, and added three- -

quarters of an hour for each day for the
greater length of the lunar, as compared
wiia me soiar aay.

Nothing U entirely lost. The drop of
water that is spilt, tho fragment of paper
which is burnt, the plant that rots in the
ground, all that perishes and is forgotten
equally seeks tho atmosphere, and all is
thero preserved, and thence returned, to
fructify tho earth, or for some other pur-
pose.

Many a fool runs into society to run
away from himself; but ifothers run away
from him instanly he gets oilcndcd; and
yet it strikes us that the latter are only
following the good example that had
been set them in the first instance by
the fool himself, I

one who had always quailed at thointox
eating bowl. Perhaps you spoko truly,
but you did not speak the whole truth,
for the whole truth you did not know,
and I have brought you here to whisper
the truth into your ear.

Malcolm Warren looked up into the
old man s face, and as he saw how solemn
was Ihe expression tliat retted there, ho
forgot the bad company ho had left be-

hind at tho tavern, and his thoughts be
came serious.

'Malcolm,' resumed the sexton, 'I can
look back now into the past, and rec a
score of young men who commenced the
race of life with me. We loved to learn
the excitement of the intoxicating cup,
and we thought not then of the dangers
wo were courting. Years passed on, and
I saw those twenty men sink into the
arms ot death, and I buried them all
here. Malcolm Warren, thy all thep in

drunkard grace Ono after another I
saw them fall, and at length I was left
alono of the party who were wont to as- -

scmblo around the bar-roo- lire.

A deep groan escaped from the young
man s lips, and a shudder ran through
his frame.

'All gone ?' he asked.
'Yes, all !' tho old man uttered. 'But

this is not half, Malcolm. Their wives
and children that died, and they, too, lie
here! 0, how well I can remember when
I saw them standing at the altar: and
when they turned away from the place
they were blushing brides. But a few
short years and I began to gather them
into tho fold of death. They sank down
with broken hearts and crushed hopes.
Some of them lived to begra'-headed,b-

their gray hairs came down in sorrow to
the grave! See that grave there the
ono with the dark gray stone. He who
sleeps beneath that mound was onco the
happiest youth in tho village. Ho was
a carpenter by trade, and ho built the
house in which you were born. Housed
to laugh and sing over the w ine cup, and
he thought not then of harm. 1 once
heard his young wife bog of him to re-

main at homo with her, but ho refused
her tho boon. She told him that she
was cold and hungry, and that her chil
dren needed clothing, but he heeded her
not. A few short years afterwards that

heart broke, and she died, and her
children Th" husbaud and . fathr --1

irv.-.- ou vjd ".-- lying y the road
side, and ho was dead ! Ihese are thei
graves for I buried them altogether.
You can soo the wife's grave next be
yond the gray stone of tho husband, and
those two little graves arc where lie the
frozen bo' and girl!

The old man drew his sleeve across hi
eyes to wipe away the tears, and while
he did so, Malcolm bowed his head and
groaned mournfully.

'Malcolm Warren,' he said, 'there was
onco a full regiment of stout soldiers
followed Napoleon Bonaparte into Bus
sia. Tliere were many other regiments
also, but of this one in particular have I
read. Of that whole company of men
only ono solitary individual lived to re
turn to tho homo of his birth. All the
rest died on the wav. They were starv
ed and frozen, and they dropped by the
wayside. INow, suppose somo thought
less youth should point to that single
Iivjoir soJdior, Aim pAf that amid the
eternal snows of Ilussia thero is no dan
ger, becauso that man had passed them
and still lived. Like that singlo frag
ment of 4thc regiment, dj I stand here
a living man.'

Tho youth gazed upon the face of the
aged speaker, and new emotions were
working upon his features.

uome, Malcolm, 1 would show you
one more spot before we go.'

The old man leaned upon his staff, and
moved slowly among tho graves, and in
voluntarily did tho youth follow. At
length they stopped by a spot where two
graves lay side by sid". 1 he slabs were
of marble, and they glistened brightly in
the moonlight.

'Malcolm,' spoke tho sexton, in a deep
whisper, 'I remember well when I made
those two graves. Iherc was no sorrow
to fill tho graves whieh here I made, for
they who sleep have died amid the sweet
breathings ot pcaco and honor. They
were good virtuous people, and when
they were gone our townsmen mourned,
for our village had lost two of its most
noble spirits. O, I love to come and
stand over those graves, for I know that
(iod smiles upon them. There is no
taint nor dishonor here. Malcolm, do
you know who rest in those two graves?'

The youth did not answer, nor did he
raise his head, but with one deep, wild
cry, he sank down, and there he lay
across both tho graves, weeping and sob-

bing like a child. His father and mother
slept there I

For a while tho old man gazed tearful-
ly upon the scene, ami then he took tho
youth by the arm and roused him up.

The youth followed his guide out from
the church yard, and after the gate was
closed they passed on to the street.
Hero Adam Stanford stopped.

'Now, Malcolm,' ho said, 'you can re-

turn to your companions at the tavern,
but let mo pray yon, never use my name
again as you did this evening. When
you again think of poor Adam Stanford,
think only of what he has told you in
the church yard; think of what ho has
seen and what ho has suffered and of
that you may in welcome speak.'

The old man turned partly away, when
Malcolm sprang forward and caught him
by the arm.

'Uncle Adam,' he uttered, in choked
and broken accents, 'O, forgive mc for
what I have done. I I cannot tell yon
all now, I cannot speak, but I shall go

st a. o. CUILDS.

What artrufles wblmperlnsr and whining;,
III fate and hard luck Mill r'irrttiii(i

No Rood's e'er achieved by rr.l!ilnir
And your fortune's the worse for your fretting.

If the world treats you badly, keep cool
Lot It know that It deal with a man.

Your whiinH'rliiK but .tanipiyou afoul,
And leaves you jut hcre you begun.

A fl(f for all luck Rood or
fortune anil fate are hut trash:

You cun dlir your own road If you will,
And pave It with honors and caxh.

Then up, my brave fellow, and at It:
Dare the world, hard fortune and all:

If a trouble r!, combat It,
And drive every caru to the wall.

For what arguAe. whimpering and whlnlngt
111 luck and hard fnte mill regretting;,

Since no pood l e'er Ruined by repining,
Let children and fools do the fretting.

A MOTHER'S LOVE. -- BY F1NLEY JOHNSON.
O, there Is Mill within tbl world

A brilliant, fdele lltfht.
Whieh, like a star, shine, through the cloud

Of sorrow's darkest night
WTileh hovers round our pathway here,

Wherever we may rove;
It I the lltfht reflected from

A mother's holy love.

There Is a boon a blessed boon
I'nto us mortals Riven,

Which Rives us here a foretaste of
Tho happiness of heaven;

A net when the storms of sorrow rise,
And clouds Rrow dark obove,

It liiiRers round us to the IhhI;
That boou a mother's love.

'Tls true that oft our footnteps roam,
ThrouRli pleasure's flow'ry maze,

And we forRet the ties of homo,
la sin's deceitful ways,

Yet there's a charm to lure ns back,
Like some poor weory dove

That charm, so pure and beautiful,
Is a mother's holy love.

PsscaiFTivc. James Smith, author of "Rejected
Addresses," has a descriptive power equal to some of
the racy poets of tho seventeenth century. Here Is a
sample :

The frozen In the stream,
The church is decked with holly ;

Mistletoe honR from the kitchen beam,
To friRht awuy melancholy;

Icicles clink In the milkmaid's pail,
Younkers skate on pool below ;

Blackbirds perch on trie carden rail,
And bark, how tho cold wluds blow.

There rocs the Squire to shoot at snipe,
Here runs Dlek to frti h a Ior;

Y'ou'd swear his breath was the smoke of a plpo
In the frosty morning foR.

II'xIl'O Is breukirg; the Tee for the kino,
Old and youtiR coiirIi as they ro ;

The round red sun forRets to shine,
And hark, how the cold winds blow I

MALCOLM WARREN;
OR

The Old Man's Lesson.
OJlovltii,. J woiddu't ro-o- t Jr-niJ-

vome, svay "wir.t mo uns evening.'
'Not this evening, Alice. I have prom

ised to meet some friends this evening,
and must keen my word. 1 will to at
home in good season.'

'I had hoped that I should have your
company. Come, why can't you try and
see if 1 cannot make V'ou as happy as
those companions whom you are to meet?
Just this once, Malcolm, O, this once !

'ISo. no, Alice; I am going out,
What crying ! Now what's tho use of
that? Can't a fellow go out once a while
without leaving a crying wife ?

'I can't help it Malcolm. But here
kiss mo before you go.'

Thus .poke Malcolm Warren and his
young wife. Malcolm was a young man,
twenty-seve- n years of age, and a carpen
ter uy trade, ins wne was one oi the
sweetest dispositioncd girls in town, and
she made one of tho best wives. She
loved her husband with all the energy of
her pure soul, and she knew that sho was
loved in heart. Her two children, a boy
and girl, often saw her shed tears when
they were alone with her in the snug Jit
tie sitting-room- , and the boy was old
enough to ask what mndo his mother cry,
but she dared not tell him.

Malcolm Warren owned tho little cot-
tage in which he lived, and ho had paid
for it all out of Jus own hard earnings,
while Alice had borne her own share of
the burden, by purchasing all the furni
ture. Malcolm was stout and an excel
lent workman, and had never yet seen
the hour when he needed to lay idle for
the want of work. A better-hearte- d

youth lived not in tho town, and when
ho took tho gentle Alico for his wife,
there was manv a fair maiden whoso bo
som gave place to a kindly envy. They
would not have robbed Alico of her

rize; but they only hoped that their own
ot might bo as fortunate. Why, then,

tihould a cloud come upon that house ?

Why should Alico weep? Ah, for the
Bamo reason that thousands of our fairest
daughters wept. For the same reason
that hot tears aro over crying out their
silent appeals for tncroy ; tears that run
until they make a flood that fairly shrieks
as it rolls over our land.

Malcolm Warren had a high social na- -

turo his society was prized by all who
could secure it and he had been indulg-
ing in tho falso smiles of the wine-cu-

r or the last year ho had been allowing
his appetite to gain strength. At first
it was only an 'occasional glass' then 'a
glass or so onco in a while,' and then
one or two glasses a day. But lately ho

had gono so far as to spend his earnings
away from home, and for nearly two
months past he had spent all his money
with his jovial companions. Alice saw
nil this, and she knew full well where it
would end if it was not stopped, She
knew her husband's nature, and she
knew how surely ho was fallen. She had
whispered to him her fears, and ho had
tried to laugh them off as idle whims.
Sho had prayed to him to stop the fatal
career while he yet had strength, but ho
had been offended because the would
think that he would ever become a drunk
ard. So Alico was afraid to sneak all
her fears. Yet sho saw with a clear eye
all that was coming. Sho saw the broad
road upon which her beloved was travel-
ing, and her heart was aching. She
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prepared to take Arabrotypes in superior style, and
put them np in beautiful cases just reeeived by Ex-
press. Good pictures taken as low as FIFTY CENTS

NOTICE.
TIIOSB INDEBTED TO ES EITHER ON NOTE

aro requested to call anl settlo the
same without delay, as we are determined to close all
accounts. Hereafter onr terms are Cash.

COPELAND A BARTOW.
East Saginaw, June 11, 1850.

LARGE BOX STOVES FOR ST0RE3, SCHOOL
Ae., warranted not to crack or brnnk in

one year's fair usage. 1IES3 A BRO.

HEET MUSIC IN GREAT VARIETY THISs day received by express, and for silo by
A. FERGUSON.

THRESHING MACHINES, HORSEPOWERS,
Machines, built and repenirod with

neatness and dispatch by HESd A BRO.

i '
3 FOR SALE AT THE EASTSAOl-V.na-

Foundry and Machine Shop, on the Dock.
, HESS A BRO.

IX NEW TURNING LATHS, FINISHED AND
) ready for sale, cheap. Enquire of

llKSfl A BRO.

TO LUMBERMEN THE
NOTICE on hand a good assortirefif ttei' cc8,
for sale cheap. Ill 83 A BRO

very soul rebels. But wheather is it no-

ble in the mind, to suffer the cuffs and
bruises of this bloody Dutchman, or take
arms against his red haired highness, and
by informing ?nd him? I go and it is
done. Villain! here's at thy heart! His
name, your Honor, is Bobblesnoffkin in
the Bowery. That's Shakespeare mixed.

Clerk have you got a home?
Prisoner My homo is on the deep,

deep sea that's Tlutarch's Lives.
Clerk How do you get your living?
Prisoner Doubt thou tho stars are

fire; doubt that the sun doth move; doubt
truth to be a liar, but never doubt that
I'll get a living while tho oyster 6loops
donx have but ono watchman that's
Billy S. again.

Clerk Do you pay for your oysters?
Prisoner Base is tho slave that pays;

tho speed of thought is in my limbs
that's Byron.

Clerk Do you Btcal them and then
run away?

Prisoner I've told thee all, I'll tell no
more, though short the story be; let me
go back to where I was before anl I'll
get my living without troubling the Cor
poration that's Tom Moore, altered to
suit circumstances.

Justice (evidently at a loss, in a whis-

per to mystified clerk) I think he's crazy,
what do you think its best to do with
him?

Prisoner (overhearing) Off with his
head; so much that's Shakespeare cur-
tailed.

Justice Will you promise to dispense
with the gin and brandy if you are dis
charged?

Prisoner Oh, I could be happy with
either were, tother dear charmer bottled
up and the cork put in that's Dibbin,
with a vengence.

Judge What do you suppose will be
come of you if you go on in this way, liv-

ing as you have done?
Prisoner Alas, poor lorickl Peter

I mean. Who knows where ho will lay
his bones? Few and short will tho
prayers...be, and nobodyH feel

.
any sor- -

i vs... : v:itiw, uui nicy it nun uiiu ins cisj
cold bed, and bury somebody else on top
of him tho minister will come,
put on his robe and read the service; the
choir'll sing a hymn; earth to earth, and
dust to gravel, and that'll be tho last of
Peter Knight.

Clerk Peter, we'll have to send you
up for ten days.

Prisoner Fare thee well, and if for ev-

er all the better. That's Byron, revised
and corrected.

Humor is a perennial source of purity
and freshness to the mind. It clears
away tho cobwebs; it freshens up the sa-

ted edge of appetite; it flows through the
whole being like a babbling 6tream, with
verdure always green upon its banks.
Withont humor, we are either hot si-

moons or arid plains. Your Keats, your
Shcllcys burn themselves out for want of
it; your Shakespeares and your Dickensca

that they endure green and fresh for-
ever.

Shunning the Tempter.-- A sailor just
off a spree, joined the'sonsof Temperance
in Philadelphia the other day, and at the
time was indebted to a rumseller one
shilling. Soon after he went to pay oft
tho score, but determined not to enter
tho house in which he was robbed, ho
got a long pole, attached the money to
tho end of it and standing at the outside
of the door, reached it to the astonished
publican.

Punch gives the following as the hotel
keepers advise to his son: 'If there's been
a grand dinner, always get the party to
settle before leaving. The dinner bill,
my son, is never so severely scrutinized
over night, as when a gentleman looks
over it tho next morning.'

A young florist being asked by his
"Mary Ann" what flower he was most
partial to, pressed her to his vest, and
exclaimed ,'Give me thee, Tolly Ann thusl"
(the polyanthus.) She was soon trans
planted to Louit-vit-te

Courier.

When we hear of an old man marry
ing a yonng lady, we involuntarily think
of tho exquisitely polite proposition of the
French gentleman to a charming young
miss with whom hewas smitten.'Miss.'savs
he,I admire yon very much indeed, wiil you
do mo tho honor to become my widow

A man made his last will and testa
ment in word? few but significant: 'I
have nothing, I owe nothing, and I give
the rest tho poor.

Thero is a firm doing business In St.
Louis under the name of " Livepoor &
Dierich.'

Scarce. Unbustlod ladies, pure and
undefiled Christians, common honesty,
disinterested friends, sound potatoes, first
rate butter and rich printers.'

The Chicago Journal says that by tbt
term 'strong minded woman,' it raeczj
one who spoils a very respectable womaa
in vain endeavors to become a very ordi
nary man.'

Timidity in a young man is better thia
cool impudence. Tis a pity ths U.Zz
won't think so.

were becoming swollen and bloated; and
his lips looked dry and CAckcJ. No
wonder s!io knelt down by her bedside
and prajed.

It was now Saturday evening, and
Malcolm was going out. lie was to
meet some friends, and Alieo knew that
ho was to meet them at the tavern. He
had worked only three days the pust week,
and he had the pay for these three days'
work in his pocket. Tlio money was
needed at home, but where would it be
on the morrow ?

'Malcolm! O, do not wholly forget
your fond loving Alice, when you arc
gone.'

But Malcolm did not answer. Ho
kissed her not as ho used to do, but kiss-
ed her merely because she asked him to,
and then left his cottage. After he had
gone Alice sat down and wept. She
could not help it. Her darling boy crept
by her side, and placed his arms about her
neck. Ho asked no questtuis, but ho
asked her not to cry. His little mind
seemed to have some idea of tho coining
calamity. It must have been vague,
but it was clear enough to prevent him
from forcing tho dread thoughts upon his
mother. Once more he asked her not
to cry, and then his own little heart
burst, and mother and child wept. This
was another drop in the poor woman's
cup of affliction. O, how palpable must
now be tho husband s course, when even
the prattling child saw and knew the
danger 1 But sho could only clasp and
pray more fervently. And the little boy
when his mother had done praying, iaid,
'Amen.'

It wa3 a clear, cool evening, and as
Malcolm Warren stojpcd out into the
street, ho seemed to shako himself as
though ho would shake off the influence
of the place ho was leaving. But he
could not wholly drive from his mind the
tearful .countenance of.hie4ffuAitif,i;!i- -

yvii', tov tvjuf.x mi ioii, me loeii. m
earnest., simple anguish lie hail noticed
upon the face of the child. Yet ho tried
to crush the thoughts that were thus
springing into lift-- . 'J'ooJir fcaid he, ns
tho image of his wifo forced itself upon
him; 'it's only a little fun and frolic.
Whoso business is it? Get out with
with you nonsense.'

And thus speaking, the young husband
and father closed his hands as though ho
would hold upon tho feelings ho had
tried to repress, and then ho hasten-
ed on. At length he reached'thc tavern
and here ho found his companions. The
laugh and the joke commenced, and ere
long Malcolm forgot all about his home.
Ho sat in tho bar-roo- and his sharp
wit made food for much merriment.

'Who says there's danger in the bowl?'
cried a young man, as he raised the glass
to his lips.

'It's tho raven's croak" 6aid another of
his compnnions. 'Hem's rri fusion to
tho idea.'

'Gooill exclaimed Malcolm Warren,
poising his glass. 'Poison in the bowl?
Nonsense! Look at old Uncle Adam,
now. lie s been used to it all hi3 life
time, and here he is the oldest man in
in town. Come, hero s to Uncle Adam!'

The person to whm Malcolm had thus
alluded was an old, white-haire- d man,
who stood at tho bar with a glass of rum
in his hand. His name was Adam Stan-
ford, and almost ninety years had rolled
over his head. His form was bent, and
his limbs trembled, but still he lived, and
his mind was yet clear. He heard the
remark which tho young carpenter had
made, and having set down his untouch-
ed liquor, ho turned and gazed npon the
youthful speaker. Ho knew Malcolm
Y arren well.

'Malcolm,' ho said, ohi-- v lh mc.
Come alone, for I alono would speak
with you. Come!

There was something very deep and
meaning in tho old man s voice, and as
ho turned toward tho door, Malcolm aroso
to follow.

'Detain him not,' said Adam, ns some
of his companions sought to hinder him.

'Hhy should I go with 3'ou?' he
asked.

'To please an oi l man. I mean to do
you no harm, Malcolm. Come.'

l'assing out of tho door they moved
across tho street. Near was tho village
churchyard, and thither ho bent his steps.
Arriving at the gate, ho passed in.

hen Malcolm hesitated to enter, the
old man said ;

'Come, follow me.'
Malcolm went, and soon thev stood

within tho village church-yar- d 1 And
this white-haire- d guide was tho sexton,
who for more than sixty years had made
those beds for the children of immortali
ty. The palo moon shed its beams upon
the place, and tho chill air sighed mourn-
fully among tho weeping willows that
grew by the hedge iho gravestones
stood like spectres among the faded grass
and hero and there arose a white monu-
ment, liko some more powerful spirit
that watched tho sanctity of tho place.

Malcolm Warren,' spoko the old man,
in a voice so deep that it seemed almost
to come from ono of the neighboring
graves, 'not long since you pointed to
me as an example of how long a man
might live who smiled upon the wine
cnp. You pointed 4o in one who hadALL PAPER. A general assortment at thevv knew that even now want wa taringroot mc. k . ji. uKiixit-M- ,


